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the trees enfold me(Genesis 2:4b-22)
© Susanna Pain
Season of Creation

Often on retreat in Alice Springs, people are delighted to hear the sound of trees. When they put
their ear to the trunk they can hear the sap rising and it’s magical. There is a connection. Today we
begin a series of reflections in The Season of Creation which invite us to rediscover and consider
our kinship with creation.

First, we focus on forests, forests which teach patience, grow slowly, communicate underground,
shelter countless forms of life, offer homes to so many creatures, and often outlive generations of
human beings. Yet these same forests are also among the places where climate change is
becoming painfully visible in drought, fire, disease, and loss. Today, we do not choose between
grief and hope, but hold them together. We come as created ones among created ones asking
what it means to love a world that is both wounded and beautiful.t

“When I'm talking to trees, | don’t want to be in language” says Carol McDonough.

Walking Lyneham Ridge each morning, | notice the trees scarred by fire, the beautiful multi-
textured trunks. | look up at a particularly tall eucalypt where Sulphur Crested Cockatoos nest and
squark. | wonder how many creatures call this tree home, and | recall how many cathedral ceilings
mimic forest canopies.

I am surprised by two vibrant red and grey Gang Gangs sitting on a dead tree nearby. The Yellow
Tailed Black Cockatoos overhead sound like creaking doors and the tiny blue wrens flit about
singing their morning song. | gaze on kangaroos grazing on the freshly green grass, and | see rabbits

gambolling. The ant hills are empty this early in the morning.
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| greet dogs and their owners about their morning walk. | marvel at joggers. | watch the sun rise
over Mount Majura.

One day | rescue a feather glider, its feet caught in the barbed wire of the fence. | feel her pain. |
call animal rescue and they take her to a vet and then find someone to care for her until she
recovers enough to return home.

As | walk my mind meanders and | reflect on the substance of my life or write a reflection, until my
eye is caught by the misty golden light of morning.

Ilke Tampke’s character Nelika, in her novel How to love the world also finds inspiration in the
forest: ‘It always happened like this—an image, an idea, arising in her thoughts when she walked in

the forest. She had come to expect it now.

I’'m so grateful for this open space, for this lightly wooded forest, for the grey green, the golden
wattle, the oxygen, the rough walking path and for familiar faces. Someone told me recently of an
experience of a sense of being held by the roots of a forest, held and healed.

| ponder the trees communicating underground and wonder what they say to each other. | wonder
what they have seen in their long lives.

| pick some grass for my cat Annie to chew as | wander down the hill back home again.

Soon, in Summer, the Koels will be back from the north waking us up with their distinctive morning
call. The Currawongs will be eating the grapes and the King Parrots chewing on the fruit of the tree
out the front.

This is my Community. | am immersed and intertwined.

Walking among the trees is very different from walking on city paths. Some mornings | go to the
gym and do my exercises, and that is good and helps my bones and my balance, but walking
among the trees nourishes my soul, gives me space for my mind to wander, enables me to write a
talk, enables me better to listen. | feel the connection, but not always. Sometimes I’'m so distracted
that | don’t notice anything, I’'m so inside myself that | don’t hear, | don’t even see. The trees do
calm me and change me. Sometimes it’s so windy that I’'m frightened to go up there, | walk around

the edges not in the centre, distracted and fractious, concerned a tree may fall on me.

Trees grow slowly, you can’t rush them. slowly.. supporting each other, warning of danger.. | am

part of this forest.

Richard Carter in his book The City is my Monastery, a Contemporary Rule of Life, tells of his own

Nazareth Community who spend an hour of silence each week in a park in London, practising silent



prayer as they slowly watch the light and seasons change all around. He says: ‘It is often good, |
have found, to come back to the same place so that you can be attentive to the silent changes and
rhythm of the days, seasons and year — noticing how this same space undergoes the rhythm of
change.’ He reflects:

prayer in the park

| step outside

There is nothing here

| find an ordinary place
Wet grass

Grey sky

A path

A row of park benches
Rain falling

And | wait for God

to open my heart and nourish me as s/he nourishes all creation

And | pray in the park

And the day opens

A church bell chimes

Two swans begin a noisy take-off and then abort
Large drops of rain splosh

A wind comes filling the trees
Filling me.

The ordinary opens

To reveal a life

A life that is always there

If only we have the space to see

| am a prayer in the park.



Now we come to our reading from Genesis 2 which reminds us that humanity is formed from the
same soil that also births and nourishes forests and fields, and more than human creatures, and
we read that our first vocation is not exploitation but relationship. The Hebrew verbs used in
Genesis 2 carry the language of kinship and care rather than ownership and control. In a time
when forests disappear, species vanish, and climates shift, this ancient story calls us back to our
original identity— earth creatures entrusted with the mutual wellbeing of other earth creatures.
Here creation seems to be happening through a process in which God is relational and
improvising, 2 and God’s creation is woven as an interdependent web between God, humanity and
more than human creation.

From the dust of the earth (‘adamah) God forms a human being or earthling (‘adam). Humans are
made from the earth and the earth depends on their work to produce. God and humans are both
farmers it seems (2:8, 15). Humans who breathe the divine breath are called to sustain life in the
natural world around them.

The trees, too have their origin in the ground (‘adamah; 2:7-9). Every tree that came out of the
ground was pleasant and good. At the centre of the garden that the first human was supposed to
serve and keep, there was the tree of life and the tree of the knowledge of good and evil. Humans
are permitted to eat from all of the trees, except for the tree of knowledge of good and evil.
Humans are granted freedom and there is also a boundary set over them.3

The notion of interdependence continues to unfold in the narrative, in Genesis 2:18, God
acknowledges that it is not good for the first human to be alone. The solution that God tried first
was to create animals out of the ground (again, ‘adamah). As a potter, God forms humans out of
the ground, and similarly God forms animals out of the ground. All are earthlings. It seems, the
non-human animals were unable to be an equal partner, not a hierarchical thing, it just didn’t quite
work out, so, God continued the creative process, God creates another body from the first human.

Another relationship of interdependence and partnership is formed in the garden of Eden.

Throughout the creation narrative of Genesis 2, interdependence is also evident in how God
operates in the created world. God relies on the rivers, the dirt, the animals, and the human body
to fulfil God’s creative work in the world. In this way, the creator God calls on the created world to

be relational, but desire and curiosity, lead to the inevitable boundary crossing with God and the

2 https://www.workingpreacher.org/commentaries/narrative-lectionary/garden-of-eden-2/
commentary-on-genesis-24b-25-3 Safwat Marzouk

3 ibid.,
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rest of the creation. Interdependence is not fully lost, but will be constantly threatened by greed,
blaming the other, and violence.4

Today, we, with Creator God grieve forests lost to fire, rivers under strain, communities already
living with the realities of climate change. Yet we are invited to hope, hope which begins not in
believing everything will be fine, but in trusting that God remains present among the trees, among
the losses, and among those who continue the work of healing and restoration. God is connected.

We are one.

Richard Carter> writes:

Beholding

...The stiller you become the more you see
You can talk through a landscape and not hear it
You can navigate a path without seeing it
You actually need to be with a landscape

To inhabit it

To dwell in it

To let it speak

To live with it

It’s not about doing it

Or walking it

Or completing it

It’s about breathing it in

Assimilating it through the pores of your skin
Every sense awake

A deeper conversation

A deeper life

this beholding.

4 https://www.workingpreacher.org/commentaries/narrative-lectionary/garden-of-eden-2/
commentary-on-genesis-24b-25-3

5 Richard Carter The City is my Monastery, A Contemporary Rule of Life.
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